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The Life of King Henry the Eight. 


AH. We are. 

Cran . Is there no other way of mercy, 

But I muftnecds to th* Tower my Lords? 

Card. What other. 

Would you expedl; ? You are ftrangcly troublefornc: 
Let lome o’th’ Guard be ready there. 

Enter the Guard, 

Cran, Forme? 

MuWgoelikeaTraytor thither? 

Gard . Recciue him, 

And fee him fafci'th’Tower. 

Cran. Stay good my Lords, 

I hauc a little yet to fay, I ookc there my Lord*, 

By vertue of that Ring,I take my caufc 
Out of the gripes of cruell men,and giuc it 
Toameft Noble Iudge.the King my Maiftcr. 

Cham. This is the Kings Ring. 

Sur. Tis no counterfeit. 

Suff. ’Ts the right Ring.hy Heau’iul told ye all. 
When we firft put this dangerous ftonea rowling, 

’T wold fall vpon our fclucs. 

Norf. Doc you thinkemy Lords 
The King Will fuffer but the little finger 
Ofthisman to be vex’d? 

Cham . Tis now too ccrtainc; 

How much more is his Life in value with him ? 

Would I were fairely out on’t. 

Cram. My mind gaue roc. 

In feekmg tales and Informations 
Againft this manjWhofchoncfty theDiucll 
And his Difciplcs oncly enuy at, 

Ye blew the fire that burnes ye: now hauc at ye, 

£nter King frowning on them , takes hit Seats* 

Gard • Dread Soueraigne, 

How much are we bound to Heauen, 

In dayly thankes; that gaue vs fuch a Prince; 

Not onely good and wife, but mod religious; 

One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The cheefe ayme ofhis Honour, and to ftrengthen 
That holy duty out of dearc refpcil. 

His Royall fclfe in Iudgement comes to heare 
The caufc betwixe her, and this great offender. 

Kw.You were euer good at lodaine Commendations, 
Bifhop of fVinekefter. But know I come not 
To heate fuch flattery now, and in my prefence 
They arc too thin,and bafe to hide offences. 

To me yoh cannot reach. You play the Spaniell, 

And thiuke with wagging ofyour tongue to win me; 
But whatfoere thou tak’ft me for; I’m fure 
Thou haft a cruell Nature and a bloody. 

Good man fit downe; Now let meleetheproudeft 
Hee, that dares meft, but wag his finger at thee. 

By all that’s hoiy,hc had better ftarnc. 

Then but once thinke his place becomes thee not, 

Sur. May itplcafeyour Grace;-- 

Kin. No Sir,it doe’s not pleafe me, 

I had thought, I had had men offome vnderflanding. 
And wifedomeof my Councell; butlfindc none ; 

Was it difcrction Lords,tolct this man. 

This good roan (few ofyoudeferuc thacTitle) 

This honeft man,wait like a lowfic Foot-boy 
At Chamber dore? and one, as great as you are? 

Why,what a fliame was this? Did my Commiffion 
Bid ye fo farre forget your fclues ? I gaue ye 
Power,as he wasaCounfellourtotry him. 


o» 


Not as a Groome: There’s fbmcofye lf e ~~ 

More out of Malice then Integrity, * 

Would trye him to the vtmott,badyeni Canf 
Which ye fhall neuer haue while 1 hue, 

Chan. Thus farre 

My root! dread .Soueraigne, may itlikc yoinr 
To let my tongue cxcufc all. What waspu rpo ^? Cfj 

Concerning his Impriionmcnt,was rather ' 

(If there be faith in men) meant for his Tryali 
And fairc purgation to the world then malir.’ 
lYn furc incnc. * 

Kin. Well,well my Lords relpeft him 
Take him,and vfe him well; hee’s worthy 0 f 

I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be beholding to a Subied; I 
Am for his loueandferuice, foto him. 

Make memo more adoe.but all embracehi m . 

Be friends for fliame my Lords; My Lord of c 
I haue a Suite which you muft not deny m ec> 

Jhat is,a fairc young Maid that yet wants Baotifn, 

You muft bcGodfather,andanlwcreforher. 

Cran. The greateft Monarch now aliuc may cion 
In fuch an honour; how may I deferue it S ' 
That am a poore and humble Sublet to you > 

Kin. Come, come my Lord,ypu’dfpar C yourfnoon.,. 
You fliall haue two noble Partners with you: V -u 
Ducheffe of Norfolk;, and Lady Muqueffc Dorfet} 
thefe pleafe you? m 

Once more my Lord of m*tchefier, I charge you 
Embrace,and loue this man. 

Gard. With a true heart. 

And Brother; loue I doe it. 

Cran. And let Heauen 

Witnefle how deare,l hold this Confirmation, (hearts 
Km. Good Man, thofe ioyfull tearcs (hewthytjuc’ 
The common voyce I fee is verified 
Of thee, which fayes thus ; Doe my Lord of Canterim 
A flare wd turne, and hec’s your friend for euer; 

Come Lords, wc trifle time away: llong 
To haue this young one made a Chriftian. 

As I haue made ye one Lords,one remaine: 

So I grow ftronger,you more Honour gaine, Ixemt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Noyfe and Tumult within : Enter Porter and 
his rnan> 

Tort . You’lleaucyour noyfeanon ye;RafcaIs: doe 
you take the Cour; for Panfh Garden: yc rude Slaues, 
leaue your gaping: 

Within. Good M. Porter I belong to th 5 Larder. 
Port .Belong to th’ Gallowes, and be hangM ye Rogue: 
Is this a place to roare in ? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree 
ftaues,and ftrongones; thefe are but fwitchcs to’ero: 
lie fcratch your heads ; you muft be feeing Chfiftcnings? 
Do you Iookc for Ale, and Cakes heere, you rude 
Raskalls ? 

Man. Pray Sir be patient; ’tisasmuchimpoffibic, 
Vnlefle wee fweepe ’em fi om the dore with Cannon^ 
To fcattei ’em, as ’ris to make’em fleepe 
On May-day Mornipg.wbich will neuer be: 

Wc may as well pufh againft Powles as ftirreern. 

Tar. How got they in,and be bang’d i 
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.. n ^iasTknow not,how gets the Tide in i 
4 2S J one found Cudgell offourefoote, 
tfoJ fee the P oore remainder) could diftribute, 

[jjadeno fpare Sir. 

" You did nothing Sir. 

? \Un. I am not S amp fin ,nor Sir Quy, nor Colehranl . 
n 0 w’em downe before me; but if I (par d any 

Thic bad a heacl co hit > either Y° ung °l ° :d ’ 

a or ffiec, Cuckold or Cuckold-maKer : 

. menc’re hope co lee a Chine againe, 
t d that I would not for a Cow, God laue her. 

^mthin. Do you heare M. Porter ? 

port. I fhall be with you prefcntly, good M-PftppJ, 
Kecp e the dore clofeSitha. 

0a». What would you haue me doc? 

v 0 r. What Jhould you doe, ... 

Rut knock ’em downe by th’dozens? Is this More he ds 
mmullcr in ? Or haue wee fome ftrange Indian with the 
rcat Toole , come to Court, the women lo befaegc vs. 
Blcffe me,what a fry of Fornication is at dore ? On my 
Chriftian Confcienee this one Chriftcning will beget a 
tboufand, here will bee Father, God-father, and all to- 

^Man. The Spoones will.be the bigger Sir : There is 
afcllow fomewhat necre the doorc, he Ibould be a Brafi- 
crbvhis fate, for o’ rtiy confcience twenty of the Dog- 
dayes now rcignein’* Nofc; all that ftand about him are 
vnder the Line, they need no other pcnnance: that Fire- 
Drake did I hit three cimes on the head, and three times 
was hi* Nofe difeharged againft mec; hee ftands there 
likeaMorter-piece to blow vs. There was aHabberda- 
Ihcrs Wife of fmall wit, necre him, that rail’d vpon me, 
till her pinck’d porrengcr fell off her head, for kindling 
fuch a combuftion in the State. I mift the Meteor once, 
and hit that Woman, who cryed out Clubbes, when I 
might fee from farre, fome forty Truncheoners draw to 
her fuccour, which were the hope o’th’ Strond where (he 
was quartered; they fell on, I made good my place; at 
length they came to th’ broome ftafre to me, I defide’em 
ftil,when fodainlya File of Boyes behind’em,loofe (hot, 
deliuer’d fuch a Ihowre of Pibbles, th-t 1 was faineto 
draw mine Honour in, and let ’em win the Workc, the 
Diuell was amongft ’em I thinke furely. 

for. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a Play houfe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the 
tribulation of Tower Hill, or the Limbesof Limchoule, 
their deare Brothers are able to endure. I haue fome of 
’em in Limbo Vatrttm y and there they are like to dance 
thefe three dayes; befidea therunning Banquet of two 
Beadles,that is to come. 

Enter Lord Chamberlaine, 

Cham. Mercy o’me: what a Multitude are heere? 
VThcy grow ftill too; from all Parts they are comming. 

As if we kept aFaire heere? Where are thefe Porters ? 
Thefe lazy knaues? Y’hauemadea fine hand fellowes ? 
Theres a trim rabble let in: are all thefe 
Your faiihfull ftiends o’th’Subiubs? We fliall haue 
Great ftore ofroome no doubt, left for the Ladies, 

When they pafle backe from the thriftening? 

for. And’t pleafe your Honour, y 

We are but menjand what fo many may doe. 

Not being torne a pieces, wc haue done; 

An Army cannot rule ’em, 

Cham. As I Hue, 

It the King blame me for’t; He lay ye all 


By th’heeles, and lodainlytand on your heads 
Clap round Fines fernegletSl; y’arelazy knaues. 

And heere ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Yc fhould doe Scruice. Harkethe Trumpets found, 
Th’are come already from the Chriftcning, 

Go breake among the preafle, and finde away out 
To let theTroopepafle fairely; ot He finde 
A Marfhallfey, (Rail hold yc play thefe two Monthes. 
for. Make way there, for the Princeffe. 

Man. YcU great fellow. 

Stand dole vp, or He make your head ake. 

For. You i’th’Chamblet.get vp o’th’raile, 
lie peckeyouo’rc the pales elfc. Exeunt. 


Sccna Quarta. 


Enter Trumpets founding .• Then two Aldermen y L. Maior y 
Carter , Cranmer, Duke of Norfolke with his Marfhals 
Staffe , Duke of Suffolk?* two Noblemen , hearing great 
fianding r Bciv!es for the Chriftenwg Gutfts: Then foure 
Noblemen hearing a ffanopy, vnder which the Dutcheffe of 
Norfolk? , Godmother , bearing i he Chtlde richly habited in 
a Mantle, &c. Trains borne by a Lady: Then foltowes 
the March ion effe Dorfet , the other godmother , and La - 
dies. The 1 roope pajfe once about the Stage % and Gar¬ 
ter fpeakes. 

Garr 9 Heauen 

From thy cndlefte goodnefle, lend profperous lifc f 
Long,and euer happie, co the high and Mighty 
PrincefTc of England Elizabeth. 

Flour iff. Enter King and Guard, 

Cran. And to your Royall Grace, & the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felfe thus pray 
All comfort, ioy in this mod gracious Lady, 

Heauen euer laid vp to make Parents happy. 

May hourely fall vpon ye. 

Kin. Thanke you good Lord Archbifhop : 

What is her Name / 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

Kin. Stand vp Lord, 

With this Kiife, take my Blefling .• God proteft thcc» 
Into whofe hand, I giue thy Life# 

Cran t Amen. 

Kin. My Noble Goflip5,y’haue beene too Prodigal!; 
I thanke ye heartily : So fhall this Lady, 

When flie ha’s fo much Engli/h. 

Cran . Let me fpeakcSir, 

j For Heauen now bids me* and the words I vttcr # 

Let none thinke Flattery; for they’l finde*em Truth* 

This Royall Infant,Heaucn ftillmoue about her; 

Though in her Cradle; yet now promifes 
Vpon this Land a thoufand thoufand Bleflings, 

Which Time fliall bring to npeneffe : She fhall be, 

(But few now liuing can behold that goodnefle) 

A Patterne to all Princes liuing with her, 

And all that fhall fucceed : Saha was neuer 
Morecouetous of Wifcdomc,and faire Vertue 
Then this pure Soule fliall be. All Princely Grace* 
That mould vp fuch a mighty Piece as this is. 

With all the Vet cues that attend the good. 

Shall ftill be doubled on her* Truth fhall Nurfc hcr 2 

Holy 
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